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Summary: Canon divergent AU. Post War. Alucard is a contract killer 
meeting a client. The oddity of this situation strikes him from the 
beginning, but he's used to these types. He needs the money and they 
got it, that price had better be good. Rated T for harsh language and 
violent references. 


Uncertain Counsel 

Screeching, great. Is this the usual 'My spouse needs killed!' shit? 
Get over it. Can I at least get contracted for ANYTHING but spouse 
killing? At least they pay. I hang up the phone after they won't stop 
babbling . 

I'm getting ready to meet this new client. Don't usually meet them in 
person. Most don't enjoy meeting killers. She seemed paranoid over 
the phone, so that might explain the situation. Humans, such strange 
creatures . 

Hat, check. Red jacket, check. Not exactly like what I wore before, 
but a trademark's a trademark. I get my pocketknife off the 
night (day ?) stand just before leaving the bedroom and leave my 
glorified closet I call home. Honestly, my cell at Hellsing was nicer 
than this. It was either this apartment or living like a feral 
beast . 


a€"a€" 


111 cared for lawn, a sign saying 'Come Back Kibbles! ' Odd sign. 

I knock on the door and nothing. Not even a screech. Her car's here 
and the lights are on. She must be home. I grip onto the door handle, 
turn it, and it opens. Be glad I'm not a here for dinner. I walk in 
and, much to my surprise, it's a tidy home. Dusty, but I can't 
complain. I've seen worse. 



I look for her and there she is, rocking in a corner mumbling about 
fears I can't comprehend. Did the NHS hire me or did she hire me? I'm 
beginning to wonder if it's the former. 

She's looking at me like I'm some sort of savior now. Dropping the 
contract without hearing her out wouldn't go well. Best to listen to 
her first . 

"Ma'am, are you well?" I ask, squatting to her slumped height. She 
calms down slowly and begins to speak. The voice lacks emotion. 

Sounds like it came from a machine. 

"You'd be Vlad, correct?" 

I nod. She begins shifting her shirt about before looking back up at 
me . 

"You know, I was making brownies earlier. Want one?" 

I shake my hand in front of my face. "No thanks." 

She sighs flatly. "That's too bad. I gave one to Kibbles. Or at least 
I think it was Kibbles." 

"Have you seen Kibbles?" 

"No, ma ' am. " 

"I miss Kibbles. He was my best friend." 

"I'm a hitman, not a dog warden." I reply. This isn't the strangest 
visit I've done, buta€ | I feel like an orderly! "Do you remember why 
I'm here?" I ask in a calm voice. Her mental state seems too fragile 
for me to go beyond this tone. 

"No, sir, I can't say I do." 

I withhold the sigh and just continue. "I'm here to kill, but I need 
a target," She gives me a horrified look. Should I touch her? No, I 
don't think she'd react well. 

"No, no. Not you. You're safe. You're safe." Oh, giving me memories 
of the good old days. Torture, being demeanedaC | Ah, I sure do miss 
that. Who wouldn't?! 

Casting aside my sarcastic thoughts, I continue to reassure her. 
Should I ask her? It's already awkward enough. "Ma'am, I know this 
will sound odd, but would a pat on the shoulder calm you down?" 

Her face goes blank. Her eyes don't. She's looking at me in deep 
confusion. "Sir, why would you ask?" 

I push a lock of hair out of my face and continue to maintain my calm 
tone. "I can't tell if you're stable enough." 

She looks gracious. At first. I can't fathom what would change this, 
but it happened. She went berserk for a brief moment, telling me not 
to pity her. I wasn't. Ugh, should I charge her and say I do therapy 
on the side? No, too cruel. Even for me, that's too much. 



"Sir, I've worked hard to get to this! I've been from ward to ward, 
session to session, on assloads of pills and you come in here, like 
some fucking big wig shrink to calm me down!" She remains 
surprisingly nonviolent. All bark, no bite. Her monotone voice merely 
gains somewhat more emotion than before. "I'm struggling to find my 
Kibbles, Huey is out with his Russian Mafia. Huey's probably losing a 
pinky as we speak!" 

What? She wanted me to rescue someone? Oh mya€ | How do I break this 
to her. I let her rant first. She needs to calm down and I'm clearly 
not fit for this. 

As the rant went on, it began to become aimed at no one but herself. 
She was muttering about dusting the attic and seemed unhappy with the 
state of her breadbox. She eventually regained awareness of me, her 
unintended audience, and gave me an apologetic look. I don't 
understand why she had any guilt for her behavior. All I could do was 
continue to play along and not say a word. She looked at me, 
mortified at her behavior. She jumped from her slouched sitting 
position and hugged me. I didn't enjoy it, but for her sake and my 
sanity, I let her cling. 

"I'm so sorry you had to hear that. I have problemsa€ | " she pauses, 
searching for the words. "I suppose you could say I'm fragile." 

I don't respond. This is already too deep of a hole. I want to throw 
away the shovel, not keep digging. 

"You said you were a hitman?" she tilts her head. 

"Ma'am, I don't think I can take this joba€| I'll tell you if I find 
Kibbles . " 

"What job?" 

Good. She doesn't remember. "I was just here to see where Kibbles 
was. Couldn't find him. Wish me luck!" 

She smiles. "I hope Kibbles is safe!" 

After saying my farewell, I leave. I don't usually feel much 
sympathy, let alone empathy. Something about her, though. I can't put 
my finger on it . I found myself almost understanding her fragile 
state. Why? 

Probably in the past. Best left in the past. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>AN: This is a one shot from my Tumblr. I RP as Alucard and have a 
verse where he's a contract killer who lives in a fairly trashy 
apartment. This is an attempt at first person and really, the only 
way the story could be told. The humor would be lost and it'd become 
much too serious if I told it from any other perspective. The 
original Tumblr version had a ton of errors due to me writing it in 
one go. For those who enjoy Maroongrad's stories, much of the 
references to Alucard' s past pre-Arthur come from To Possess A 
Vampire. The more... unfriendly stuff is more or less my take on what 
went on beyond Abraham having to deal with a fragile 
Alucard . <p> 



This is meant to be a dark comedy and a serious drama at the same 
time. Mostly a dark comedy. The obviously mentally ill woman is not 
the object of the humor. Alucard having to play therapist, however, 
is where I was deriving the humor from. Well, hope you enjoyed. 

Worked hard on this even if it was written in one hour. 

If you wish to give feedback, go ahead. I don't mind. If this story 
sucked, I would like to know how I could improve. This was an 
experiment and aimed more at RP related stuff, so it being here is 
more because I thought people would enjoy an AU type of story such as 
this . 


End 
f ile . 



